
f tricks Prince of Tyre. 

agenerrall prayfe to her, and care in vsat whefe expence 
tisdone. - r 

C/e. Thou art like the Harpie, 

Which to betray, doeft with thine Angells face ceaze with 
thine Eagles talents* 

Dion, y ere like one that fuperfticioufly, 
Doefwearetoo’th Gods, that Winter kills 
The Fliics,but yeti know, youle 
doe as I aduile. 

Gowe r . Thus time we wafte, & long leagues make fliort, 
Saile leas m Cockles, hauc and wi(h but fort. 

Making to take our imagination, 

From bourne to bourne, region to region. 

By you being pardoned we commit no crime, 

To vfe one language, in cachfcucrall clime. 

Where out fceancs feemestoliue, 

I doe be leech you 

To learne of me who Hand with gappes 
To teach you. 

The ftages of our ftoric Pericles 

Is now againe thwarting thy wayward feas. 

Attended on by many a Lord and Knight, 

To fee his daughter all his liues delight, 

OldHelicanus goes along behind. 

Is left to gouerne it,you bearc in mind. 

Old Efcenes, whom Hellicanus late 
Aduancdein ti'meto great and hiceftate. 

Wellfayling (hips, and bounteous winds 
Hauc brought 

This king to Tharftu^hinVc this Pilatthought 
So with his (lerage,(hall your thoughts gronc 
To fetch his daughter homcjwhofirft is gone 
Like moats and ihadowes,fee them 
Moueawhile, 

Your cares vnto your eyes lie reconcile. 
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t melts frin ct of Tyres, 

JE/ster Pericles at cue docre, with all his trajnc , Clecn and Die - 
rdZ/t at other . Cleon fhtrves Pericles the tow be , whereat Pe* 

ricle* .wakes lamentation > puts $» f ache-cloth, and in a mighty 
pajfion departs . * 

Gonr. ScehowbeleefcmayfufFerbyfowlcfliowe, 
This borrowed paffion Hands for true oldewoc : 

And Pericles in forrowc all deuour’d, 

With (ighes /hot through, and biggefttearcs ore-fliowr’d. 
Leaucs Thar [us, and aga/ncimbarqucs,heefwearc$ 

Neuer to walh his face,nor cuthishayres : 

Hee put on lack-cloth, and to Sea he beares, 

A Tempeft which his mortall veifell teares. 

And yet hec ry dcs k out , Nowe pleale you wit: 

The Epitaph is for Marin* writ, by wicked Dioniz*. 
Thefairejl,fweetefl, and befl lyes heere. 

Who -withered in her firing ofyeare : 

She was of Ty rut the Kings daughter, 

On whom fowle death hath made this J laughter . 

Marinawas fhec call’d, and at her byrth, 

Thetis betng prowd, [wallowed fome part a th* earth : 

Therefore the earth fearing to be ore-flowed. 

Hath Thetis byrth-childe ontheheauens be flowed* 
e f e h ore Jbt does andfweares fbetle neuer flint, 

Make raging Battery vponjhores of flint, 

No vizor docs become blacke villanic. 

So well as loft and tender flattcric : 

sPg icles bclccUc his daughter s dead. 

And bearc his courfes to be ordered 5 
By Lady Fortune,while our Stcarcmuft play. 

Hi s daughters woe and hcauic wclladay . 
n her vnholie leruice : Patience then. 

And thmkcyou now are all in Mittelin , 

Exit, 

Enter two (gentlemen . 

I. Gent, Didyoueucrhearc the like? 

® i Gower, 
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